CHAPTER 17 


APRIL 27, 2011 


“Whew. Let’s call it a day.” 
“Oh thank you sweet Jesus.” 


Chie had invited Justin along to another one of her training sessions, and although 
every fiber of his being told him it would be a shitty idea, he tagged along anyway. 
He managed to dodge a good portion of her kicks, as per usual, but he still got more 
than a few good kicks to his gut. Chie extended her arm to help Justin back to his 
feet. She had gotten a good blow on him before she had decided to call it quits, so 
he was pretty much down for the count. 


“Thanks.” 
“I’m surprised you tagged along again.” 


“A little bit of blood in the lungs never killed anyone. Actually, no wait, totally did. 
Scratch that thought.” 


Chie gave him a playful shove. She usually did when he was being sarcastic like 
that. 


“That’s not what | meant. | mean, don’t take this the wrong way, but you’ve been 
kind of a jerk lately.” 


Justin paused for brief moment. Yeah no offense taken, what with you calling me a 
Jerk after | voluntarily just got the living shit kicked out of me by you. But hey, don’t 
sweat it. Even in his thoughts Justin had the odd tendency of trying to mask his 
feelings with sarcasm. In actuality, he did agree with Chie. With all that shit about 
Maya bugging him, he had been snapping at her a lot lately. 


“Y-Yeah...” 
“Hey, Chie. Whatcha’ doin’?” 


Justin hadn’t even noticed the figure of another person approaching the two of 
them, despite him being in clear sight. He must have been deep in thought at the 
moment. Chie turned around, slightly surprised at the sound of the teenager’s voice 
from behind her. The look on her face suggested that the two knew each other; 
though Justin wasn’t sure how he hadn’t met him if that was the case. After all, Chie 
and Justin practically spent every minute after-school together. 


“T-Takeshi...!? W-Well... training! I’m working out!” 


“Huh? When are you going to graduate to being king of the hill?” 
Graduate to king of the hill, the fuck’s that mean? 
“K-King of the hill...?” 


“In kindergarten it was the Runt Gang, in elementary school you were an Ally of 
Justice. Middle school, it was Vanguards of the Lunch Revolution, wasn’t it?” 


It was cheesy as fuck, but Justin couldn’t help but think “Vanguards of the Lunch 
Revolution,” was catchy as hell. But then, anything that had to do with a revolution 
of some sorts usually did that to him. Not that he was a fan of revolting or anything 
like that. He just loved the way the word slipped off the tongue, especially if you 
pronounced it “rev-o-lu-she-own” as opposed to “rev-o-lu-shaun.” 


“Haha, so... What is it now? You a Protector of Earth’s Peace?” 
“W-Well...” 


Oh my god, it totally is isn’t it? Justin had been smirking at first, but the way Chie’s 
voice seemed to quiver at Takeshi’s jabs had not been sitting well with him. His 
smirk eventually died away, a frown and glare in its place. He had thought it was 
just the two joking around at first, but it certainly didn’t seem like Chie was finding 
much amusement in his words. 


“Dude, don’t be a dick.” 
“Huh!?” 
“Oh, uhhh... | didn’t mean that in a mean way.” 


He definitely did. Looking at him, it seemed he had just noticed Justin had been 
there, and the way he spoke; it was clear he was trying to retract the statement. 
Probably so he wouldn’t get his ass kicked. 


“I’m Takeshi Kouno. | was with Chie up until middle school.” 


Justin practically had to force his hand out to shake the guys hand. He had thought 
he was pretty clever at first, but now that he got a good look at him, he could tell he 
was a complete asshole. He hadn’t been making those comments to Chie as a joke, 
he had been doing it to make her feel like shit. The only reason he stopped was 
because he was too much of a coward to go toe-to-toe with someone his own size. 
Still, Justin was surprised Chie didn’t say something to him. She’s usually very vocal 
about being ragged on, by Justin, Yosuke, or otherwise. 


“You're that transfer student right?” 


“Yeah, but believe it or not | do have a name. Justin Tylor, the pleasure’s all yours.” 


Takeshi looked off towards the side. Justin may have gone a bit overboard with the 
sarcasm. Some people took it a lot more seriously than others. Takeshi was one of 
them apparently. Quite frankly, Justin didn’t care, though. They had known each 
other for not even five minutes and he already disliked the guy. Hell, he might have 
broken Yosuke’s record. 


“...1’m not gonna get in you guys’ way.” 
“Hey, what are you...” 

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 
“Well you two are dating right?” 


Justin started coughing on air again; Chie’s face was completely red. He was almost 
surprised she didn’t kick the living shit out of Takeshi for that. 


“No! Jesus, why does everyone think it’s like that!?” 
“..Everyone?” 

“Ugh... You know how Yosuke gets.” 

“Yosuke thinks so too!?” 


Chie almost seemed mortified that even Yosuke, who knew the two personally, 
thought that they were a thing. Couple that with some of the things Justin’s shadow 
had said and she felt completely uneasy. 


“Uh... well then... Oh! How’s Yukiko-san doing...? Does she have a boyfriend yet?” 
“Subtle.” 

“..She’s fine, and | don’t think so.” 

“| see. Cool, cool. She still good looking? Maybe | should try for her again.” 


Justin couldn’t help but grunt in disgust. Was this guy for serious? Looking at Chie, it 
seemed she was just as disgusted. /f the next thing out of his mouth was perverted, 
and Chie doesn’t kick him, | swear to god | will do the honors. 


“I'll see you later. Say hi to Yukiko-san for me.” 


Takeshi ran off in the direction, starting off with a cool strut, though that quickly 
turned into a run. Justin knew exactly why too. You don’t piss off someone like Chie 
or Justin and expect to keep both of your balls in one piece. Looking at Chie, she 
actually seemed almost sad to see Takeshi leave. It was strange, he could tell she 
was completely and utterly disgusted by him, yet her she was with that sorrowful 
expression in her eyes. 


“Please tell me you’re not going to tell Yukiko.” 

“Absolutely not.” 

“Oh thank god.” 

“l-I’m sorry. He really is rude, huh?” 

“What are you apologizing to me for? You were the one he was ragging on.” 
“Well... what about that comment about the two of us... you know...?” 


Justin paused. His face was slightly red, though it hadn’t really been noticeable. So 
that’s what she’s so worked up about. 


“Honestly? I’m used to it at this point.” 

“lm not.” 

“| didn’t take you as the kind of person to care what other people think.” 
“Well this is different.” 


“Well it could be worse. You could have gotten paired up with Yosuke or something. 
At least I’m a freakin’ stud.” 


Chie knew he was being sarcastic, so she gave him another one of those gentle 
shoves. Justin laughed. At least they could joke about this kind of stuff without 
things getting awkward, though Chie still seemed upset about something. 


“Seriously... He was always staring at Yukiko...” 
“Ugh, what a perv.” 
“Yeah.” 


At that moment something started to click with Justin. The way she seemed 
offended that he was looking at Yukiko, that awkward pause before agreeing with 
Justin when he called him a perv; she totally had the hots for this guy. 


“Hold on, wait a second. Are you jealous?” 

“W-What!?” 

“Oh my god, you totally are.” 

“It’s not like that! He’s nothing but an old classmate to me!” 


Chie’s face was beat red. Either Justin was spot on the money, or that had to be the 
most offensive thing she had ever heard. And given how much of a creep that guy 


was, it was hard to tell which it was; though Justin was putting his money on the 
former. 


“We’re just friends, y’know...? We used to get that a lot though...” 


“It’s like an unwritten rule that guys can’t just be friends with girls. Unless they roll 
THAT way.” 


“| know right?” 

Justin chuckled. 

“_,.But that’s all in the past anyway!” 

Justin knew she was bullshitting, but he played along anyway. 

“Hey, you want to head to Aiya’s?” 

“| don’t know... my stomach might have exploded from you kicking it so much.” 


“Oh quit being such a baby!” 


“Jeeze, I’ve never seen you so happy about eating ramen.” 

“On the happiness scale, it’s pretty high up there with watching action movies...” 
“There’s a happiness scale? Oh man, where do you think | rank on that.” 

“Very, very low.” 

“Oh, gee. Thanks.” 


Chie laughed slightly. She didn’t really mean it of course, but whenever she saw an 
opportunity to take a jab at Justin, true or not, she took it. In a way, the way he 
acted around Yosuke was Starting to rub off on her. The only difference was that 
where Yosuke took offense, Justin would laugh along with her. 


“| need to work hard and pump myself up, or else | can’t pull us out of a jam, right?” 


“Well | don’t know about that. You already kick like an elephant that just had its last 
peanut stolen.” 


“Elephants do that?” 
“If they did, we would all be fucked.” 


Justin smirked slightly. It sounded almost like a tagline for a really bad b-movie 
about loose-cannon elephants. Which Justin would gladly pay to see. | mean, come 


on, renegade elephants? It makes no goddamn sense, but it doesn’t need to, it’s 
just that awesome. 


“| just want to be able to protect everyone if things go wrong... especially Yukiko.” 
“Oh, what, no love for me?” 
“I've already saved your butt like five times.” 


Justin chuckled slightly. He had intended that as a jab at her singling Yukiko out of 
the group, but what Chie said was true. God knows he’d probably be dead if it 
wasn’t for her. 


“Alright, alright, point taken. How is Yukiko anyway?” 

“She says she'll be back in school by Saturday.” 

“Well that’s good. | take it you haven’t asked her anything about the TV incident.” 
“No...” 

“That’s alright. | just hope she hasn’t forgotten anything. It has been two weeks.” 
“You think that’ll be a problem?” 

“It could be, but | doubt it.” 


That was a complete fabrication, and Justin knew it. He had just said that so Chie 
wouldn’t start freaking out. From the looks of it, she didn’t entirely believe Justin, 
but she went along with it anyway. 


“| hope she’s not straining herself. Makes you worry, huh?” 
“I’m sure she’s fine. She’s tougher than she looks.” 
“Yeah, you’re right.” 


Chie seemed to cheer up slightly, though that might have just been because she 
was eating. Justin knew she was into this kind of stuff, but damn. Maybe he should 
stop trying to cheer her up and just buy her bowls of ramen. He’d get better results, 
and it would save him some time and effort. Not to say he didn’t like trying to cheer 
her up, it’s just why do that when you can do it easier and better. 


“So how'd things go with the dream last night?” 


Justin stopped eating. Why’d she have to bring up this topic of all things? Chie must 
have noticed him hesitate, because she immediately tried to back out of the topic. 


“Oh... uh... S-Sorry. F-Forget | asked.” 


“Nah, its fine, just caught me off guard is all. It was the same exact dream as when | 
had been knocked out earlier that day.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah, | thought it was a bit strange too. Though | wonder why the smoke cleared 
up this time around.” 


“You think it has to do with that purple smoke...?” 
“| REALLY hope not, though it probably does.” 


There was a brief pause in the conversation. It looked like Chie wanted to ask 
something, but she was forcing herself to keep her mouth shut. Justin had a good 
idea what she wanted to ask anyway, so he gave her the go ahead to ask. 


“You look like you want to say something.” 
“N-no, it’s fine.” 
“Seriously, it’s alright.” 


“W-well... You don’t have to answer if you don’t want, but... What was Maya like? In 
your dream | mean.” 


“Good question. Well... She was kind of laid back, like she didn’t really care about 
what was going on around her. She was also bossy as fuck.” 


“Oh yeah, that thing with the cigarette. What kind of person does that?” 
“Maya, apparently, and I’d appreciate you not talking about her like that.” 
“S-sorry, | didn’t mean...” 


Chie’s eyes dropped to the floor. She didn’t mean to snap like that. She didn’t even 
know why that had pissed her off so much. It wasn’t like she knew Maya personally, 
and Justin did accept it of his own freewill, but... Something about this just didn’t 
settle right with her. She didn’t like this Maya person one bit. 


“Anything else?” 


“That’s about it. She was pretty blunt about things, but other than that she was just 
your average teenager.” 


“You know, she sounds a lot like you in some ways.” 
“A lot like... The hell is that supposed to mean?” 


“Laidback, blunt. You do boss Yosuke around a lot.” 


“Yeah, but its Yosuke.” 


“Still, it sounds a lot like you. | can see how the two of you could have gotten 
along.” 


Justin hated to admit it, but that did sort of sound like him. Which was weird, 
because in the dream he seemed so withdrawn; so socially awkward as a child. Yet 
here he was, four years latter cursing up a storm and being a sarcastic prick. Maya 
must have started to rub off on him at some point. 


“Okay, okay, maybe just a little.” 


Chie grinned. It wasn’t like he had told a funny joke or anything, but it was nice to 
see Justin back to his normal self. 


“So how long have you and that Takeshi guy known each other.” 
“Th-This again?” 

“I’m just curious.” 

“Well... It was back in kindergarten at least.” 

“Damn that’s a long time.” 


“Yeah, we used to be pretty good friends, but he ended up going to a different high- 
school. | don’t really see him that much anymore.” 


“You miss him?” 

“Wh-What? No!” 

“Not like that. Though you did just get awfully defensive...” 
“It. Is. Not. LIKE THAT!” 


Chie’s face was bright red, though Justin was having a hard time telling if it was 
anger or embarrassment that was doing that to her. Justin smirked. He always 
thought it was adorable the way she got so flustered over things, though why was 
another thing entirely. 


“Hey don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me.” 


Chie smacked him upside the head. She had more-or-less stopped doing that in 
exchange for shoving him, so whenever she had decided to smack him instead, that 
was uSually a good indication that he should stop whatever it is he was doing. 


“Ow! I’m just pulling your leg.” 


“Well it’s not funny!” 


“It was for me.” 

“| don’t know why | bother telling you stuff.” 
“Because you love me?” 

“Yeah, yeah, very funny.” 

“Admit it, you smiled.” 

“Just a little.” 

“I'll count that as a victory for me.” 
“You're still behind by two.” 

“Oh you’re keeping score now?” 
“Only when I’m winning.” 

“So all the time?” 


“Pretty much.” 


